Bulgaria. What a country for you to consider, you who live
in the confident expectation of a peaceful existence on the other
side of Europe, on the other side of the Atlantic. Five hundred
years under the Turks and not yet sixty years since the Russians
drove the Turks out. Watching Boris that day in Sofia, my
glance strayed continually to a little group of green-coated
veterans, Bulgars who had helped expel the Turks at the Shipka
Pass. In the city the mosques still stand, with the crescent
moon above them, one of them enclasped in the arms of a great
new modern bank. The little underground churches where the
Christians crept to pray are still there. And in a bare half-
century of liberation, already five wars.

The Bulgar has come to expect but little here below, and in
the lean figures and faces of backstreet Sofia you can read the
story of oppression and war and famine and plague and
suffering. The police and the tax-collector treat you as their
common enemy and victim, and their hand is heavy. Come to
think of it, the Turks were not much worse in these respects.
But in the countryside you enjoy a rude plenty and, above all,
you are a Bulgar being oppressed by other Bulgars, and you are
frugal and hardworking and intensely patriotic, and although
you are not allowed to take much part in the affairs of your
country you like your Boris and you hope that Bulgaria is yet
going to become a great and rich and important country.

After the war, when Ferdinand's policy had led the country
to such disaster, Bulgaria was ruled, with Boris as figurehead,
by Stambulisky, who had warned Ferdinand not to join the
Central Powers. Stambulisky was a peasant and they call his
regime the peasant dictatorship. Well, eight Bulgars in ten are
peasants, and I am not sure that the normal Bulgar regime, by
which the eight peasants are ruled by two professors or bureau-
crats or lawyers or journalists, with the army and police at
beck and call, does not better deserve the name of dictatorship.

Anyway, Stambulisky governed the country in the interests
of the peasants and was hated by the white-collar minority
classes, and the army hated him too, because he saw Bulgaria's
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